BY ORDER OF THE  SHAH

that, it was the Muslim Sunday, our Friday, the Prince of
Days. There was nothing for it but to wait. We sat
by the roadside to watch the peasants trudging into the
town with market produce.

"Your Excellence may think our people are simple
folk," said Rumi, in the voice of one who has a story in
his mind and means to tell it, "but they have the cupidity
of discretion, as I will recount to you, if you will allow my
memory its shortcomings.

"An old man was once seated outside his dwelling-place
not far from this very gate, wrangling amicably with his
son over the crops. The father refused to forsake what
he had always sown in that particular field. His son, the
wick of impetuosity fed by the oil of youth, was anxious
to try rotation. When the argument grew heated, the son
gave his father a gentle push. He over-balanced off his
three-legged stool and, old bones being brittle, he broke
an arm. Instantly the son was full- of the contrition of
solicitude, and came out with a brilliant suggestion. The
damage was done, no doubt about that, but why not turn
it to account?                                               J

" 'Let us go to the police,5 he said, his conversation
sensible, his smiles well timed. 'Let us tell them that
there has been a quarrel over the crops. It is true. But
instead of accusing me, make a scapegoat of your in-
describable brother's most unlikeable son. We can find
plenty of witnesses to prove both his presence and his guilt*
It is easy. Not only that, if we report the accident at once,
you will have a good and a free doctor for your
arm. Further, by the Beard of the Prophet, I shall
get my own back kon my hideous cousin, for whom,
as you know, I have less than a little regard. Let us
loose the floodgates of imagination that we may stand
on the tiptoes of righteousness and in the bower of
bounty.3

"The old man agreed.   They went to the police station
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